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The Thirteenth Labor of Hercules 


Hercules smoothed out the crumpled paper. He squinted against the sun, comparing the address calligraphed 
under the heading "Labor #13" to the number above the door. That was it. He adjusted the strap of his quiver 
and his bow, then climbed up the five steps leading to the brownstone. 

He shifted his club to his left hand and reached for the doorknocker. Tap tap tap then silence. He waited. 

What if the god wasn't at home? The day was hot; he was thirsty and tired after the long journey. The 
prospect of waiting on the doorstep did not appeal to him at all. He was about to knock again, when the door 
pulled open. 

That was not what he had expected. He didn't know what exactly he had expected, but .. . 

"Um, l'm looking for Kirk, the god-" 


"Hey man, I'm Kirk I've been waiting for you, come in" 


The god-so that was the god himself-left the door open and disappeared into the semi-darkness of the 
hallway. 


Hercules stepped inside. Cool air swept over him, providing the much needed relief from the blazing sun outside. 
He blinked a few times as his eyes adjusted to the low light. He heard the god's voice from the end of the 


hallway, "Over here." 


The hard soles of his sandals clapped against the polished wooden floor as he followed the voice. He tried not to 
stare-he didn't want to come across as some yokel-but his eyes widened at the sight of a two-headed 
monstrosity that resided by the wall. During his adventures he had seen many strange creatures, but finding 


one right here, at this god's residence, was, well, unexpected. 
He entered the room. 
"Please, make yourself comfortable." The god gestured toward the sofa. "Beer?" 


"Yeah, sure," Hercules said, wiping his brow with the back of his hand Then he remembered that he was not 
at a tavern at the docks of Piraeus, and he squared his shoulders. "Uh, yes sir. Beer would be nice. Thank you." 


Shifting his weight from one leg to the other, he looked for a safe place to put down his club. The fucker was 
heavy and the fancy little table looked fragile. Besides, it was rude to keep your weapons on the table. Finally he 
laid it on the floor by the sofa; his bow and quiver followed. With a sigh of relief, Hercules folded his seven 
foot body into the soft leather. 


The god offered him a can of beer-his deep brown gaze measured Hercules for a heartbeat longer than it was 


customary in such situations—then sank into the couch, next to him. 


The cold beer rushed deliciously down his parchment-dry throat. Some of the condensation dripped onto his 
bare thigh, giving him goose bumps. Hercules resisted the urge to look again at the paper stuffed in the pocket 
of his lion skin. The instruction for his thirteenth, and thankfully final, labor was simple, but how was he 
supposed to approach the task? 


"Kill the Hydra" or "Clean up the stables" or "Steal the golden apples"-these, though not always easy to 
complete, were at least clear. Strong muscles, good aim, some brain work, and some luck had been all he'd 
needed so far. But what the hell was he supposed to do to "please" this god? And what kind of god was this 
anyway? He sure didn't look like any deity Hercules had seen before. 


Careful not to gawk, Hercules let his gaze wander to the god. He drank in the honey-colored skin, the muscular 
arms-not huge and bulging like his own, just shaped nicely-very un-god-like faded t-shirt, leather pants 
hanging low on his slim hips. 


The god took a long pull of his own beer and wiped his mouth with the heel of his hand. He stretched his legs 
slowly, crossed them at the ankles. 


Hercules shifted at his end of the couch to accommodate the sudden but not unpleasant change under the 


skirt of his lion skin. 


His look slipped along the god's thigh, followed the line of his leg all the way down to the foot. Bare feet. No dirt 


under the Toenails, no calluses, the well-shaped nails shining slightly. 

Hercules was such a sucker for pretty feet. 

His gaze traveled back up and settled on the patch of leather covering the bulge between the god's legs. 

"So," the god said. 

Hercules's eyes darted up to look into god's face stretched in a grin A "Busted!" grin. He swallowed hard. 
"Let's get down to business, Herc- can | call you ‘Herc'?" 

"U-hu, yes, sir." Hercules drained the last drop of beer. He was Hercules, for all the gods' sake-he'd dealt with 
deities, mortals, and everything in between before. So why was this god making him feel as if a pigeon was 
fluttering its wings inside him? 

The god slid closer, until his knee bumped into Hercules's. Hercules startled The god took the can out of his 
hand and together with his own placed them on the floor, then turned to him again. The god's knee pressed 
harder into his leg. The god rested his hand at the top of Hercules's thigh. Leaned in. 

With just inches between their faces, Hercules pulled in a long breath. The god smelled so good. Fresh, like 
herbs on a sun-bathed meadow in the month of Maios, after the first summer rain. Musky, like a man ready 


for . . . pleasure. 


The god threw his knee over Hercules's thighs, pulled himself into his lap. He ran his fingers from Hercules's 


collar bone all the way along his biceps. His warm breath swept over Hercules's cheek. 

"Your task is to please me, right?" he asked, his fingernails grazing Hercules's neck. 

Afraid to spoil the moment with his rumbling voice, Hercules nodded. A wet lick along the outside of his ear 
made him shiver and the pigeon inside him flapped madly in response. Hercules gripped the edge of the cushion 


After a second's hesitation, his other hand moved to rest on god's hip. Was he being too presumptuous? 


"So tell me, Herc," the god said grinding his hips against Hercules, "have you ever sucked cock before?" 


eR 


Kirk drifted into consciousness feeling a trace of gentle kisses traveling down his thigh, toward his foot. He 


missed the warmth of the body next to him, but this was nice, too. 


He rolled his head to the other side, moaning when warm lips closed around his big toe and started sucking on 


it. With his thumb Hercules rubbed small circles on the sole of Kirk's foot. 
"Enough with the toes, now suck here," Kirk said, touching his cock. 


Hercules pushed himself up on Kirk's body and soon, Kirk rode his orgasm pinned to the bed by a pair of 
strong hands and a hungry mouth. 


When his last shudders subsided, Hercules kissed his neck, his chin, nibbled at his lips. His tongue demanded 


entrance to Kirk's mouth, and Kirk opened up for him. 

"About last night," Hercules said against Kirk's lips. 

"Hmm?" 

"There are some formalities. My labor is not completed, until you sign the document that | pleased you." 


With the pad of his thumb, Hercules traced the outline of Kirk's lips. A mischievous spark played in his eyes 
when he asked, "Did | please you?" 


Kirk let his hand roam Hercules's back. 

His lips were sore. His ass was sore. His neck was covered in hickeys. There surely would be bruises from 
Hercules's grip in many other places. The skin on his inner thighs was raw and irritated from Herc's chin 
stubble. His toes had been thoroughly sucked, and so had been his cock. Hell, yeah, he was pleased. 

He let out a satisfied moan. "Where do | sign?" 

Hercules handed him the paper and a pen Kirk scribbled his name at the bottom, put a date next to it. 


Hercules curled a lock of Kirk's hair around his finger. 


"I hate to leave you like this, but I've got to go now. Mythological business, you know." He smiled, then sat up, 
found his lion skin under the bed and wrapped it around his shoulders. 


"Wait" Kirk rolled to the side. "After you're done with that other business, maybe you and | could..you know, go 
out on a date sometime. Have dinner, see a movie... ." He rubbed his fingers over his nipple. Grinning, he 


arched into his own touch. 


Hercules flashed his teeth. "A date it is" He adjusted the paws of his lion skin, bent down and gave Kirk a quick 


kiss. "Don't get up, I'll let myself out 


The front door clicked shut after Hercules. With a lazy smile, Kirk stretched his hands above his head, already 


making plans for their next time. 


Being God of Guitar definitely had its perks. 


(end) 


